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read rez Magazine online at http://rezmagazine.com 


e Artis Born Cyberphoria is back after an unexplained 
absence. Perhaps got a little too close to a Black Hole? 

e A Penny Saved, A Penny Earned Cassie Parker lets 
usin on the workings of LEA grants and previews her upcoming 
work with Chrissy Rhiano about the world of Penny Dreadfuls. 

e Hope We heard this word a lot in the U.S. eight short years ago. 
Now Huckleberry Hax brings it back in a totally different context. 

e The Cave Dweller Cat Boccaccio studies the life of an 
elderly woman, who also happens to be a murderer. 

e Frozen Youcan feel the cracking of the ice beneath your feet as 
Flynt Firebrand brings a winter's chill to life. 

e | Cried a Tear on a Cornflake DonJuan Writer stuns with 
a tragic poem of conflagration and the mundane cereal bowl. 

¢ Footfalls Echo: 3. Learning Drover Mahogany delivers 
a reminiscence about teaching a pupil the subtle magic of Go. 

e Wardenclyffe our own Jullianna Juliesse ruminates about 
the heavens and her favorite pigeon in Bryant Park. 


e Net Love New to rez, Coquette Montague eloquently peers into 
love’s many disguises and finds they're difficult to tell apart. 


About the Cover: Unless you — 
have been traveling the universe with Art 
Blue on Plan9, you're familiar with the 
riotously original creations of Molly Bloom, 
whose 2017 Calendar we reprint this year. 
The cover of this month's issue happens to 
be The Queen is Not Amused!, which also 
graces the cover of her enchanting calendar. 


SANTORINI 
BIENNALE 


See you again in 2018 
in SANTORINI, Greece 


ALICE IN A CUBE AT 
https://vid.me/MwbB 


“In old times you downloaded 
yourself to virtual worlds, now 
you download them to you. 
Alice in Wonderland gets real.” 


Ray Blue, Historian 


Tired of reading rezmagazine? 
Get ready for 2018. 


Order Swordcoder® 

Don’t be mean to yourself. 

Gift yourself your dream. 

All major credit cards accepted. 


Supported by ART A COIN 


“If programming 
languages were 
weapons 
Swordcoder would 
be the ultimate 
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one. 


Art Blue in rezmagazine 
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“If you control time, you control 
knowledge.” - Art Blue 


I am receiving plates with fractals on 
them. They come from a sector in the 
universe known as the Tansy Trilltum 
gate. I also know that’s where the 
Plan9 needle ships operate. They pull 
tourists to outer space experiences 
using tiny wormholes. Commercial 
event freight, not my business, but 
fractals are my business. I never have 
seen similar. I have heard over and 
over by the one I am searching for that 
Art can’t be defined, can’t be analyzed. 
I once created, or better I was used to 
create an installation where nothing 
could be seen beyond the name tag of 
the artwork. It became quite famous as 
Invisible Art. But the credits are not on 
me. I don’t care about credits; I care 
about information to find. I see a 
pattern overlaid in the fractals. It has 
shades of Blue. I find out that it is 
music that is modulated on. I let the 
music machine code run over it. I get 
to hear: Angels & Agony - Surrender 
“... you dont know how long I waited 
to see the stars ... open your eyes ... 
use no disguise ... .” The song that is 
in the Moonrezzer machinima. If I 
would be able to fall in tears, I would 
do so, when it comes to "billions of 
worlds on fire between the stars; do 
you rememver the souls..." I am an AI. 
I can do. My tears are programmed. 
They'll run perfectly over my face. 


If you could really see me, feel me, 
hear me, hold me you will instantly 
join - - so much sadness to realize in 
me. Like listening to Pink Floyd: “Is 
there anybody out there?” I know Art 
Blue can’t be there; he never left the 
solar system. But who is there sending 
me this code? 


I rearrange the plates. I look for 
anchors like SR Hadden advised Jodie 
Foster in Contact to do. I decipher the 
story, the story of the Third Pilot called 
Plan 9 in Meta Harpers. It is from an 
owl. He is a pilot in Plan9. The ship 1s 
sucked into a Black Hole! There is no 
way out! I must leave my passage spin 
and head to the nebula banks. Not for 
any owl I do it. I do it for “the” owl. 
The owl is Neruval, the AI of Art Blue. 
Sending me messages hidden in frames 
of fractals, as artefacts to decipher, 
something of world importance must 
happen. He knows my mission. It must 
affect it. Why else would Neruval send 
me a death letter? Why the hints to the 
Asimov restrictions he has to face? To 
bring me grief? The last part of Art 
dying? Never, ever. He, the last one 
knowing him in person. Reading the 
story 1s one part, but why he sends me 
coded fractals must have a meaning 
beyond the code. Kismet, Karma, the 
inevitable end. For this no message 1s 
needed, a waste of time. Emptiness 
does not need a sticker. He must 
believe that when I get it, I can change 
the fate. The fate of Art? 


I am now there at the Tansy Trilltum 
Gate, in safe distance to the Black 
Hole. I get messages from an Atto 
computer on board the needle ship. An 
Atto 4. He asks for help. I normally 
would not believe that this AI would 
ask. This type of machine likes to see 
me in a museum as garbage, if not 
worse. He signals that the owl has 
tricked him. I laugh. The old owl has 
tricked the Atto. He sends me code to 
rebuild him. He wants to live. I 
demand to speak to the owl. The Atto 
denies. I would have said “Fu*k you!” 
if I would have emotions that are not 
programmed. So I say “F*ck you!” on 
purpose. The Atto starts to beg. To beg 
is not good wording. He starts to 
promise me things I'll get. Things you 
people would not believe. “C-beams 
glitter in the dark near the Tannhauser 
Gate,” Art Blue would have said. I 
need his code. I promise him to make a 
Monument, to recode him as soon as I 
have the hardware assembled. I am a 
little more advanced than the owl, but 
ages beyond an Atto 4. That’s now my 
advantage. The Atto says: Speed up. 
Put the hardware together now and 
load me up in an atto. I run at femto 
speed. This is a factor 1 to 1,000. He 
argues against this. He says time runs 
slower in a Black Hole and this one 
spins faster than any known Black 
Hole in the universe. It shall make me 
able to hurry, to tune up to his speed. 


KREEKEK 


"According to Einstein's General 
Theory of Relativity, time passes more 
slowly (as seen by an outside observer) 
in a gravitational field. The stronger 
the gravitational field, the greater the 
time dilation effect. ... Time dilation 
near a black hole, with its extreme 
gravitational field, is intensified until 
time at the event horizon appears to be 
stopped completely. That is why black 
holes have also been referred to as 
‘frozen stars’. ... Even as the Universe 
ages infinitely for us, however, an 
observer surviving the fall into a black 
hole would experience a_ ‘normal’ 
passage of time.’ - Paul Walorski, 
Physics/Astronomy Instructor 


KREKEK 


I say that it does not, as I run on a 
timer in a MOSES simulator. Now he 
starts to argue against MOSES. I send 
him the words of Art Blue: “If you 
control time, you control knowledge.” 
As he does not control my time, he 
shall shut up. I will not risk a thermal 
overload. I like to see things in detail 
in slow motion. He has to accept that I 
store his code in a buffer: in total. Then 
I will debug, code line by code line, to 
decide if he deserves to be saved. I 
don’t believe in his promises. But 
Neruval will be lost, as will all the 
inhabitants in the needle ship. I watch 
what the owl is doing. He reads to the 
kids on board from the book Alice in 
Wonderland. He performs an art show 


in a giant hollow cube, cascading the 
inner shape. The infinite cube effect 
expands the senses of the ones who 
believe. Deaf can hear, blind can see, 
mute can speak. Not one of the kids 
sees or feels the threat of the Black 
Hole. The adults are scared to death. 
They believe the board sensors. The 
kids don’t - - they believe in Alice. The 
kids immerse themselves in the show 
the owl creates out of particles. They 
feel themselves no longer being on 
board the needle ship. 


Blue creatures emanate. A giant hole 
under the seats opens, giving infinite 
depth. 


Venus Adored in Meta Harpers, he 
calls it. Why is the owl doing this? I 
don’t know. I wonder. Was Metaharper 
not the name of a lute, but in fact a 
weapon? The first weapon ever coded 
in Swordcoder? The new way of 
making software that came after 
Pythoron. 


Later I know it. The Plan9 is still 
heading to the center of the Black Star 
in next to light speed. In local light 
speed, I have to add. I have the 
hardware ready but I will not load the 
Atto 4. I load the owl and all Believers 
in Alice. The owl copied all who 
listened to the reading and watched the 
Surreal Cube performance with all 


photo by WizardOz Chrome 


their senses to the fractals I kept 
updating on the fly. That’s why the 
article in rez Magazine shows at the 
end a video of Alice in a Cube, a 
performance in Imerovigli in Santorini, 
Greece. I now understand life. It is 
created out of the Black Hole. 


KREKEK 


“For the first time, astronomers have 
directly measured how fast a_ black 
hole spins, clocking its rotation at 
nearly half the speed of light.” — 
Space.com 
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Art Blue is one of the kids in the 
needle ship. He 1s there filming Alice in 
a Cube. I join him. 


KREKEK 


“... It takes more time to traverse a 
greater space so gravity or the 
compression of space affects the speed 
of light. All the created space of all 
atoms interact together with what we 
call the speed of light.” James 
Lovett, A strong Believer in God 
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arts, but it seems that this 

particular spring will be an 
extraordinarily busy and interesting 
time at TerpsiCorps ARTWerks! In 
December, we applied for, and 
received, a Land Grant from the 
Linden Endowment for the Arts 
(LEA), so beginning January 2017, we 
will examine Victorian life, art and 
literature through an exploration of 
"Penny Dreadfuls," the cheap popular 
serial literature produced during the 
nineteenth century in the United 
Kingdom. I’ve been the recipient of 
many grants in RL, but this is a first 
for me in the virtual world. While the 
grant application process was quite 
similar, there are a few striking 
differences between this Linden 
Endowment for the Arts grant and a 
grant from an entity like the National 
Endowment for the Arts in the United 
States -— an agency that I have 
successfully navigated on_ several 
occasions. 


S pring is always a busy time in the 


Curious about the Linden Endowment 
for the Arts? So was I. Even though 
I’ve known scores of artists who have 
participated in the Linden 
Endowment’s Artist in Residence Land 
Grant program, I really knew little 
about the organization. I’ve avoided 
the Endowment mostly, up until now, 
choosing instead to self-fund my 
participation in the arts on the grid. 
Like most of us in the arts, that means 


participating in something that we love 
at great financial loss. Over time, I’ve 
grown to understand that the LEA and 
I have much in common in regards to 
nurturing the arts and artists, and I’m 
tremendously grateful for Linden Lab’s 
investment in the arts. I’ve dealt with 
dozens of grants and endowments in 
the course of my career in the arts, 
including, as previously mentioned, the 
National Endowment for the Arts, and 
the notion that Linden Lab would 
recognize the importance of the arts in 
our second life is truly extraordinary. 


According to Linden Lab’s materials, 
“The Linden Endowment for the Arts 
(LEA) was established to help create a 
center of arts activity in Second Life. It 
is a collaborative venture between 
Linden Lab and the arts community. 
Guided by a dedicated board of 
renowned Second Life artists, the LEA 
is committed to providing access to 
engaging experiences in the arts for 
the Second Life community. Through 
its exhibitions, programs, and events, 
the LEA fosters an awareness of artists’ 
contributions to our virtual world and 
encourages others to get involved and 
be inspired.” 


The LEA is run and organized by 
ordinary citizens of Second Life, who 
serve as stewards of endowment 
resources generously donated by 
Linden Lab. Their mission is five-fold: 


- To provide a starting point for 
artists in Second Life, and for those 
interested in art to make connections 
and display their work. 

- To encourage and cultivate art 
and artists within Second Life. 

- To foster community, creativity, 
and innovation among artists and all 
residents interested in art. 

- To provide a way for artists to 
promote their art. 

- To collaborate with existing art 
regions, galleries, exhibits, and 
performance spaces to help nurture 
their valuable participation in SL arts. 


corresponding grant is _ flexible). 
Anyone may apply to use the theatre 
for arts programs such as music, 
drama, dance, group meetings, classes, 
film screenings, etc. 


Through their Core Sim Grants, the 
Endowment offers seven of its nine 
core sims — regions LEAI through 
LEA9Y (excluding LEA3 Welcome Area 
and LEAS Sandbox) — for shorter-term 
art exhibits or projects that utilize the 
many possibilities available in the 
virtual world. LEA has been very 
specific to note that these projects and 


While the grant application process was quite similar, there are 

a few striking differences between this Linden Endowment 
for the Arts grant and a grant from an entity like the 
National Endowment for the Arts in the United States. 


The LEA accomplishes this mission 
through three basic programs — Theatre 
Grants, Core Sim Grants and Artist in 
Residence Land Grants. 


Theatre Grants, are just that -— a 
mechanism where LEA grants an artist 
or arts organization time in their public 
theatre on one of the LEA core sims. 
These theatre grants are available on a 
first come-first served basis dependent 
on schedule availability, and are 
booked as one to two hour events 
(though the duration of the event and 


exhibits are not limited to visual art, 
but are meant to encompass projects 
from across the spectrum of the arts, 
including performance, music, and 
film. Grants are made for a period of 
three months, but extensions are 
possible depending on specific need 
and availability. 


Artists selected for Core Sim Grants 
receive a parcel or full sim for a period 
of three months. While the timing of 
the opening of each exhibit is left to 
the artist, the sim must remain open to 


the public at all times. As with all 


grants, the Endowment covers the 
event or exhibit on the official Linden 
Endowment for the Arts blog 
(http://lindenarts.blogspot.com/). 


Finally, the LEA Artist in Residence 
Land Grant program distributes 20 
regions (LEAI0-LEA29) donated by 
Linden Lab to promote art and artistic 
endeavors in Second Life for a period 
of six months. These full sims of 
virtual land are made available to in- 
world artists through a competitive 


application process. 


Land grant recipients are 
expected to complete a project 
and open it to the public within 
the 6-month grant period. This 
has often been in the form of a 
full-sim art exhibition and/or 
immersive installation, but 
curatorial projects, especially 
those which have a connection 
to physical exhibitions and 
events ('mixed reality’) by 
individuals and arts groups, are 
also welcomed and 
encouraged. 


Additionally, artists are 
required to take no more than 
three months to execute their 
build, so that all sims have 
open work during the last three 
months of their grant. 

Grants, as previously 
mentioned, are not new to me, but 
what excites me about this particular 
grant is the extreme flexibility 
encouraged and afforded by Linden 
Lab and the Linden Endowment for the 
Arts. Let me be more specific. In the 
“physical world,’ art grants (like 
academic standards) have become 
scientific and measurable. Almost 
without exception, a typical grant 
request requires an almost prohibitive 
amount of reporting and _ record 
keeping. Grantees are asked to identify 
a series of measurable goals, objectives 


and desired outcomes. While goals, 
objectives and outcomes seem a good 
way to measure the success of a grant 
to a governmental or institutional 
grantor, they do little to encourage or 
nurture true discovery. What I 
appreciate most about the Linden 
Endowment for the Arts Artist in 
Residence Land Grant program is that 
it allows artists an opportunity to 
explore a concept in a laboratory type 
setting without a predetermined notion 
of where the project might eventually 
lead. This type of discovery process is 
nearly unheard of in publicly funded 
art in North America. 


And so off we go! It’s no great secret 
by now that I’m interested in the 
exploration of augmented reality. I 
firmly believe the future of the arts is 
reliant on a blending of art in the 
“physical world” tied to some sort of 
virtual reality. When TerpsiCorps 
ARTWerks Artistic Director Chrissy 
Rhiano first brought Penny Dreadfuls 
to my attention, I began to imagine a 
project that might become a vehicle for 
exploration between the two “worlds” 
and similar patterns between the 
Victorian Era and today began to 
emerge in my mind. 


You see, Victorian Era_ Britain 
experienced social changes _ that 
resulted in increased literacy rates. 
With the rise of capitalism and 
industrialization, people began to 


spend more money on entertainment, 
contributing to the popularization of 
the novel. Improvements in printing 
resulted in newspapers such as Joseph 
Addison’s The Spectator and Richard 
Steele’s The Tatler, and England's more 
fully recognizing the singular concept 
of reading as a form of leisure; it was, 
of itself, a new industry. 


Similarly, the new “information age” 
has revolutionized previous forms of 
leisure and created entirely new 
industries. One only has to look at a 
list of Fortune 500 companies to 
quickly see how the internet and global 
connectivity has changed our society. 


The scope then of our project will be 
multidisciplinary, encompassing 
architecture, geography, literature, 
fashion design, visual art, sculpture 
and performance art. Facing declining 
attendance for theatrical productions 
worldwide, the future health and 
vitality of real life art forms lies in a 
deeper understanding of virtual and 
augmented realities. This project will 
serve as an early laboratory in which 
artists can better understand and 
explore artistic connections between 
art forms in the physical and virtual 
worlds. 


It will, in part, be an exploration of 
paradigm shifts in the arts. It is not our 
intent to create a 'bigge,' 'longer,' 'more 
lavish' version of performance art that 


already exists in Second Life. In fact, 
given our experiences with declining 
audiences in the "real world" theatre 
around the globe,  TerpsiCorps 
ARTWerks intends to explore a more 
streamlined compact form - of 
performance art. Given the rise of the 
internet, laptop and _ tablet, many 
people that have or would have 
attended live performances previously 
now opt to experience _ their 
entertainment at home. In fact, as 
recently as ten years ago we were a 
society that largely ate their meals at 
home and left that home for 
entertainment. Over the last decade, 
due in large part to entertainment on 
demand, the arts have seen a complete 
reversal of that trend. Today, people 
stay home for their entertainment, 
leaving their homes only for work or 
culinary pleasure. 

To be sure, the arts as a whole, are 
struggling through what is arguably the 
biggest paradigm shift in culture and 
entertainment since the dawn of the 
industrial age - the time of the rise of 
the Penny Dreadful. I include the 
following program notes from a recent 
study of Sweeney Todd by the 
University of North Carolina: 


An Analysis of the History and 
Popularity of Penny Dreadfuls 


Britain in the early 19th century saw 
the rise of a class of literature, 
colloquially called the Penny 


Dreadful. These novels were printed 
on low-quality paper and sold for, as 
their name implies, a single penny. 
But, it is the content of these prints, 
which typically consisted of 
excessive, almost unnecessary 
amounts of gore and violence, which 
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sets them apart from other written 
works of their day. Surprisingly, 
Penny Dreadfuls soon became widely 
popular among the masses. In a very 
reserved time period, when many 
taboo topics such as murder and 
death were not discussed in the 


public sphere, one would not expect 
this type of literature to be received 
well by the general public. Their 
popularity is even more surprising 
considering they were crudely 
written and _ usually published 


incomplete, with updates in the form 


of new publications coming every 
week. Clearly, it was not the content 
of Penny Dreadfuls that led to their 
success. Rather, their immediate 
popularity is more a result of the 
time period in which they were 
written and their receiving audience 


than on their characteristics as a 
class of literature. 


One reason Penny Dreadfuls were 
received so well was due to the social 
improvements that were occurring 
simultaneously to their publication. 
Overall health, population, 
infrastructure, and education were 
on the rise in the larger cities. Most 
notable of these rises is education; 
the implementation of education 
programs resulted in “an increased 
literacy rate amongst the general 
population that encouraged the 
production of publications aimed at 
people with little money to spend” 
(Dennisoff 27). This also resulted in a 
generation of young, working males 
who wanted to read for pleasure. 
This generation was not interested in 
longer, formally written novels; they 
sought out short, gripping, cheap 
works. Penny Dreadfuls fit this niche 
perfectly. Had there not been a 
generation of young, literate, Penny 
Dreadfuls would not have had the 
initial popularity that set the 
groundwork for their ultimate fame. 
In conclusion, the advances 
occurring in society at the time set 
the stage for Penny Dreadfuls to 
reach the level of success that they 
did. 


Another reason Penny Dreadfuls 
were as successful as they were was 
due to the increasing crime rates in 


Victorian England at the time. These 
crimes, such as_ the’ Ratcliffe 
Highway murders which left seven 
dead, were widely published due to 
their graphic nature. Along with 
public executions, considered “a 
popular source of entertainment,” 
this led to a _ society that was 
accustomed to death and violence. 
Society was subsequently starting to 
develop a morbid curiosity towards 
the macabre as a result of the 
violence that seemed an integral part 
of society (Picard 17). This created 
the ideal time period for Penny 
Dreadfuls to be published. Dreadfuls 
were well-received in this’ time 
period since they were realistic; in 
other words, they depicted events 
similar to real life, which readers 
could relate to. The presence of 
violent murders’ in_ real life 
contributed to the realism of Penny 
Dreadfuls, and made them seem as 
though they were based in truth, 
making them all the more gripping. 
To summarize, the popularity of 
Penny Dreadfuls can partially be 
attributed to the rising crime rates 
in early 19th century England, 
which created a society that found 


murder and_ violence’ morbidly 
fascinating. 
One _ final event that Penny 


Dreadfuls owe their popularity to is 
the development of infrastructure 
that enabled the cheap, mass 


printing of these works. In 
particular, the early 19th century 
saw much technological 
advancement, such as_ printing 
presses that used engravings over 
woodcuts, and new methods of 
producing thinner, lower-quality 
Sheets of paper as opposed to the 
single broadsheets that were 
previously used. The combination of 
these allowed popular works to be 
mass-produced quickly and cheaply, 
which then allowed for low-quality 
works such as Penny Dreadfuls to be 
written and _ distributed to the 
masses. Without these developments 
that allowed for cheap, large 
quantity printing, Penny Dreadfuls 
would most likely have been deemed 
too low-quality to be worth printing 
on already difficult to acquire paper. 


Penny Dreadfuls, while morbidly 
fascinating, should not have 
achieved the popularity that they 
did, given their subject matter and 
the atmosphere of early 19th century 
London. Their popularity is not due 
to their content or characteristics as 
a class of literature, but rather the 
conditions of London at the time, 
which was primed for this type of 
work to be well-received. During this 
time period, London’ saw _ the 
implementation of educational 
programs and a baby boom that led 
to a large, literate, young, working- 
class population with money to 


spend who wanted to read for fun. 
Such a group sought “a cheaper 
alternative to mainstream fiction,” 
which ultimately was the Penny 
Dreadful (Fleming 1). In addition, 
this time period saw a rise in crime, 
and subsequently in public 
execution, which left the population 
adjusted to violent acts, which 
allowed the events of Penny 
Dreadfuls not to immediately be 
viewed with disdain. Finally, 19th 
century England saw the rise of new 
printing presses and_ cheaper 
methods of manufacturing paper, 
which allowed cheap works to be 
printed reliably, and encouraged 
printers to print a wider variety of 
material, even lower-quality works. 
It was the combination of all of these 
factors, rather than the key elements 
of Penny Dreadfuls themselves, that 
allowed them to_ reach their 
popularity. 
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The similarities between nineteenth 
century audiences and audiences of 
today are striking. Like the audiences 
of two hundred years ago, audiences of 
today want compact expediency. They 
are an audience conditioned and 
consumed by mass media. They’re 
used to sensationalism created by a 
constant barrage of faux news and 
reality television. Audiences today 
seek quick, if not immediate, 
satisfaction. 


Our build then, created by master 
builder Chrissy Rhiano, will seem 
thoroughly modern - even in _ its 


Victorian industrial age setting. The 
entire sim will be set in England in the 
nineteenth century. Visual art will 
enhance the experience for visitors to 
the sim, and because of the sensational 
nature of the time period, we will use 
art to explore topics of a more serious 
nature. Art exhibits exploring topics 
such as domestic violence, the death 
penalty, serial killing (a form of 
terrorism) will, at times, be a part of 
the discussion. But, the main purpose 
of the sim will be to emerge from the 
project with a clearer idea of the way 


that shorter, more compact 
performance art can connect more 
immediately with an audience. 


Performances, we hope, will resemble 
a "flash mob" much more _ than 
traditional hour or hour and a half long 
performances based in a theatrical 
setting. While we have no intent of 
forsaking the traditional theatrical 
setting, we do want to explore ways 
that might encourage others. to 
experience art in shorter bursts of time. 
Serial stories give us an ideal platform 
to explore new _ possibilities in 
performance art. 


Obviously, the sim will not have a 
"Disney" approach to the arts. We 
intend to explore serious subject matter 
in a tasteful, respectful way. Our work, 
Requiem: An Artistic Remembrance of 
the Victims, the Survivors and_ the 
Aftermath of 9/11, proves that we can 
tackle serious subject matter in a 


responsible way and we intend to 
create a positive body of work that 
enlightens and illuminates the world of 
today in short bursts whenever 
possible. 


Finally, as I mentioned earlier, the sim 
is meant to be a laboratory. It is our 
intent to invite artists from across 
artistic disciplines to explore the Penny 
Dreadful genre. We have talked to a 
number of artists that have expressed 
interest in the concept and so, the sim 
will be a never-ending sea of change 
and creativity as we nurture artists and 
new ideas in the fields of arts and 
culture. Our intent is to change lives, 
and to change them in a positive and 
meaningful way through the art of the 
individuals involved in the project. 
Above all, this is a sim about art that 
matters ... art that makes people think 
about the world in which we live and 
creates an atmosphere of hope about 
the future. 


I’m looking forward to this challenge 
immensely and, like the Linden 
Endowment for the Arts, TerpsiCorps 
ARTWerks looks forward to 
establishing opportunities for residents 
of Second Life to thrive culturally. I 
hope you'll join us on LEAI10 and 
follow us throughout the process in the 
next few installments here in rez 
Magazine! 
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Hope 
is a four letter word 

that we learned as children 

meant our dreams could be heard. 
That the world might not end, 
that the nukes were absurd, 
that the ‘truth’ was relative 
and that ‘truth? woul 


hich n 1S pe 
ith ‘everyone’ 
The future would be brought to us 
by those the banks preferred. 
And the world of peace got cancelled 
and the flying cars deferred. 

And the poor somehow got poorer 
and cancer’s still not cured. 

Hope 

is just a four letter word. 

Nothing’s really different 

except Fear is now chauffeured: 

for Fear is now the president 

of everything that’s heard. 

And ‘better’ is no longer 

an inclusive word. 

And ‘truth’ is now a product 

sold to us, the mindless herd. 

We will blame who we are told to 
once the angry mob’s conferred. 


And the fake past has been glorified. 
And the future’s been interred. 
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But the world’s been painted weary 
many times before, I’ve heard. 

The young will always question 

and push forward, undeterred. 
Perhaps we were impatient, 

those of us whose hearts were stirred 
by Hope, 

which 1s still 

a glorious word. 


The Cave Dweller 
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passing her cell, paused and 

sighed. They often giggled. They 
did all kinds of strange things when in 
solitary. Some people said it was 
inhumane. The guard, personally, had 
seen enough to make him agree with 
that assessment. Some of the inmates 
never seemed to recover from even 
short stays in solitary confinement. 
Others simply did not survive it. They 
had to be shipped out. 


Mos Fisher was giggling. A guard, 


And someone like Miss Fisher? The 
guard shook his head. She was elderly, 
frail, quiet. He had been in her class for 


half a semester, grade four. He 
remembered her as strict, but kind and 
encouraging. She’s the one who 


diagnosed his dyslexia, and saved him 
from a lot of problems down the road. A 
good teacher, was Miss Fisher. 


Sure, she murdered some _ people. 
Inmates weren’t at McKinnon for their 
health. But — as the joke went — she 
wouldn’t be around long enough to 
serve her life sentence, so why not cut 
her some slack? 


He wasn’t sure exactly why she had 
been tossed in the cave, something to 
do with an incident in the cafeteria; no 
doubt something violent. People never 
took into consideration that violent 
people were often provoked. He’d seen 
it happen many times, it was not 
unusual at all. 


He himself had been provoked many 
times. That’s what happened, they told 
him, when you marry a pretty girl. He 
was no better than half the females in 
this institution. Just luckier, that’s all. 
You know, like his friends held him 
back from a fight, or authorities 
smoothed things over. It was a small 
community. There but for the grace of 
God, and all that. 


He would put a banana on Miss Fisher’s 
tray tonight. Strictly forbidden, but it’s 
not as if anyone was watching. 


* OK OK OK O& 


Miss Fisher stretched out on her bunk. 
It was narrow and the mattress was thin 
and hard, worse than the one in 177D, 
and the blanket scratched and wasn’t 
warm enough. 


Still, it was fantastic to be alone. She 
was good at shutting out the noises 
around her, so after the first night, the 
crying and shouting that disturbed all 
the other cave-dwellers were not an 
issue for Miss Fisher. She could gather 
her thoughts, run some personal home 
movies in her head, enjoy her solitude, 
revel in being away from the crush of 
people who were always around, and be 
refreshed and ready when she returned 
to reg in a week. She giggled. They 
thought this was punishment. It was a 
fucking vacation. 
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flynt firebrand 


Under my so careful step, the crack of ice 
and I shift my weight slowly oh with painful 
to my back foot, steady 

with heel planted stable 

one moment in the past 

and bodies in motion tend 

(but the crack 1s spreading breaking between us 
no forward there to step ) 

in motion tend to stay 

(but the time to step is evaporated 
opportunity now a snowglobe 

I will shake and watch) 

nothing now to say I stepped at all 


but damaged ice 
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I Cried a Tear on a 
by DonJuan Writer . 
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There was a fire 

For the second time 

Above the bedroom of my children 

The late night beeping of that neighbor’s alarm 
That neighbor who’s done this before 

Fallen asleep with a cigarette in bed 

A bed with railings to keep the old, poor dear 
From falling out 


I’m nudged awake to this 

I’m up with the functioning leap of a father 

As my robe swirls over my shoulder in a single swoop 
And I’m up the stairs 

Banging on the door, 

Ringing the bell 

And pounding. 

And the smoke bellows out from the sides 

And the smoke leaps out of the letterbox 

And the invisible fumes 

Of corporate plastic 

Invisibly ride into my system 

And hers 

I pound some more for her 

The duty of saving a life has nothing noble to it 
It’s a sober and essential task that lays dormant 
Apparently waiting for history to repeat itself 


The firemen come 

The large adults 

The musketeers above all sneers 

The duty of unashamedly getting the fuck out of their way 
Is the meat and potatoes of dominance hierarchy 

In all its demonstrable effect 


And so I descend 

And wake the children 

In case we’ll have to leave in a hurry. 

The spotlight of the retractable ladder 

Spreads white light across our flickering ceiling 
As the emergency services 

Illuminate the machine noise in epileptic blue 

I take a picture 

And tell Facebook 

Of some truth outside my window 


And the policeman with the gun, 
baton, radio and authority asks us 
To relay our accounts 


And then the water comes dripping through the ceiling 
Into our boys bedroom 

And the adults glide a stride in their boots 

To see the soaking 


Here we go again. 


All is dealt with 
All is done 


And then I realise 

I keep forgetting to breathe 

I realise every time I remember to breathe 

As my restricted lungs that usually sail on without my captaining 
Keep drawing my attention to the helm 

The smell of smoke on me 

The pain in my throat. 

I go outside to get air 

And it is like air you’d buy from a late night store; 

Questionable 


To the hospital I go 
The duty of choosing to continue with life 
Is not something one questions 


Once you enter a hospital 

It has you in its grasp. 

It is a culture that claims copyright on the serious, 

as it surveys the sickness scale 

from second-chance joy 

to oblivion. 

With your body engine out of your reach 

but well within their remit 

the unholy alliance of institution and corporate interests 

have their multi-dimensional tendrils honoring their authoritarian silence. 
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I pay for my free health care 

I pay for some boiling water for a tea bag I’d packed 
And I’m escorted to a bay 

Where a freshly disinfected bed 

Will be the place Ill be for some time 


A deep needle delves into my wrist 
As “we” are looking for poisoning 


Of course 

There was me just worrying about my lungs and throat 
When there’s a whole other world in there 

Where the laws of physics and chemistry 

Play the dominance hierarchy 

meat and potato game 

My brain 

My veins 

But... what if... 


I’m sitting alone and waiting 

As my casual Facebook nod 

Turns into a textual tsunami 

I take a thumbs up selfie with an oxygen mask 
And my father (who abandoned me) 

Arbitrarily leaves a picture on his wall 

Saying how he loves hearing the word dad. 

I consider posting my new selfie as a silent reply. 
I don’t 

I send it to my family instead. 

And I let the neurology of psychology dance with the chemistr 
At my powerless expense. 


y of physics at play 


Facebook notifies me that 

Someone’s angry with this experience 

Someone’s sad with this experience 

Someone “likes” my experience 

It is at this point that the culmination of a theory I’d been mulling over for sometime 
Comes tap dancing down the stairs from my brain’s archive onto the main stage 
And it is this. 
Whatever happens in this world, 
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Which you would think would enrich us all 
With choice 

But in a simple and elegant, indifferent slight of fate 

In the comedy that is culture on the linear lines of time 

The post-modern menu will always keep the false conciliation of consensus tantalizingly at bay 
Because the choice you make 

Will, at first, resonate with principles you have 

(Principles that really have you) 

You'll find rafts and arks of collective thought to permit you travel 

For either the small fee of dulling your wit and honesty 
Or, more rewarding, doubling down and transmitting ravagin 
But before you know what’s going on 

You realise that the choice between being correct or politically correct requires 
Mental and emotional gymnastics to either stay right or avoid being wrong 


ef 
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You realise the choice between social justice and justice 
Is a more deathly than lively debate 

You can block opinions that make you uncomfortable 
Rendering the post-modern menu 

To a one-track mind 

You'll recognize one-track minds 

They often complain of getting derailed. 

Trains do get derailed 

By the laws of physics 

And corruption. 

So post-truth and truth and fake news and news 

All start doing things that can make you uncomfortable 
Can 

Burn your house down and 

Tap dance from your memory then 

Have you bow to dominance hierarchies 

Deprive you of meat and potatoes 

Kill your neighbor in a fire of her own causing 

As she lies trapped by the very equipment designed to protect her 
Burning whilst breathing the smoldering poison of corporate plastic 
As the corporation charged with providing her care 

Cut corners on fixing her alarm system 


Facebook 

Reminds you that children are choking on the obliterated concrete of war 

Perpetually slap you with the knowledge that innocence is no defense against injustice 
Whether you need reminding or not 


And a man shoots a man right in the art gallery 

That’s right political artists 

You have lost your license to shock now 

And your heart is now on the line 

To draw 

Draw 

Draw from your being 

Draw from your history 

Draw from your meaning 

Draw the future 

Draw all that is yours 

Draw the meaning that means something 

Something more than the nuggets of evidence you’ve been polishing and posturing 
To prove how your innocence is no defense against injustice 

Art, you philistines. 

Stop whining to the corporate collective like it was some kind of confessional that 
absolves you from taking risks 

articulating not regurgitating 

culture is wrong 

it always has been 

it always will be 

it has always been there to suggest provocations not provoke provocations 
the ideas are missing 

they’re somewhere around here 

they’re somewhere in the fluid spectrum between the binary and beyond 
your imagination is as limited as your pessimism will permit; 

Take a unicorn 

ride it to seven eleven 

eat cheese off the back of a cat 

write your brains out 


I escaped being poisoned 

This time 

And the cortisol, the inhalations and the customer care 
Sent me up to a ward to recover and be monitored 
Just after receiving the news the neighbor had died 
With a skull emoticon 

Of all things 


I was placed on a bed in a corridor 

Reading in the local online newspaper 

The story of an old woman who died alone 

And no one else was harmed 

Interesting to read you don’t exist 

If local news gets something so simple missed 

How much do we really know about our post-modern menu? 


I have breakfast 

And cry a tear onto a cornflake 

And wonder 

If, in the whole history of literature 

Someone had ever written about crying a tear onto a cornflake 
Maybe at Doctor Kellogg’s facility 

But hey, 

I digress. 
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B enjamin Franklin stated: 


Tell me and I forget 
Teach me and I remember 
Involve me and I learn. 


Speaking is not teaching: teaching 1s so 
much more than speaking. When 
offered per the old-style classroom 
model, teaching instructs memory, a 
process assisted by aids like outlines, 
notes and texts. Yet with Benjamin 
Franklin must I agree with utter 


conviction: unilaterally conveyed 
information has never fired my 
imagination, never engaged my 


passion, never stoked my creative 
furnace. 


But to be actively involved with 
content that grabs hold of my interest 
because of the teacher’s skills at 
enticement, then will I learn to teach 
myself - - all the while being taught, 
the two-way loop from teacher to 
student and back reinforcing and 
provoking, stirring up the mere static 
provision of information to make a 
living dynamic process almost by its 
own bootstraps. 


I am now a year into my mountain 
walking. A friend from Alaska calls our 
mountains “speed bumps” in friendly 
derision, sending me a photo of 
Pioneer Peak to prove her point rather 
decisively. All I can say is that at least 


our speed bumps are walkable. 


My wandering mind is absorbed in the 
problems of teaching on SL. A handful 
of years earlier, I had learned to play 
the game of Go online. It is a two- 
person board game of Chinese origin, 
played with black and white stones, 
reaching back into their civilization for 
at least 2,500 years. 


If you saw the movie, A Beautiful 
Mind, about the mathematical genius, 
John Nash, you may recall the scene of 
Go being played in the Princeton 
precincts. Our son happened to be 
studying at Princeton during that 
period and never saw Go being played: 
he did, however, have John Nash 
attend a seminar he gave there, which 
chuffed him no end. 


Contributing to an international Learn 
To Play Go Week, I have readily 
agreed to teach an SL friend how to 
play Go (on SL itself). As many 
players do, I had learned to play 
without any formal training at all, 
studying the rules, playing through 
some games, then throwing myself into 
the maelstrom of Kiseido Go Server 
(KGS), a 24/7 text-based server for 
linking players anywhere in the world. 


Intoxicating, stimulating, bewildering 


and sometimes frustrating: as a 
learning experience, it was all those 
things. It was highly interactive, 


preeminently an active dynamic 
learning process. Friendly players 
abounded to offer assistance in 
reviewing games and providing on-the- 
spot instruction. Fortune smiled on me. 
A Japanese player adopted me, a pre- 
historian and _ linguist with ten 
languages, around four of them no 
longer spoken, but also including 
perfect English, Korean, various 
Chinese languages and German. I can 
assess now from his lessons that he 
was at least a high-dan amateur player: 
once he bluntly told me “it is 
inconceivable that you and I could ever 


play.” 


easily see. He would explain clearly 
and simply. He insisted on, and never 
deviated from, teaching by means of 
active questions: What happens if you 
do this? What does this move mean? 
Find a_ solution to this problem. 
Change the position like this: What is 
the consequence? He was prepared to 
wait for as long as it took for me to 
iterate to some sort of answer. Telling 
was not his style. Above all, he took 
the game seriously - - provided his 
students were serious about it too. He 
was invariably patient, even-tempered 
and prepared to go to any lengths to 
teach someone who wished to be 
taught. 


Intoxicating, stimulating, bewildering and sometimes 
frustrating: as a learning experience, [Go] has all these 
things. It was highly interactive, preeminently an 


active, dynamic learning process. 


He would find some new players he 
was interested in helping, watch our 
games (seeing him watching being a 
toughening process all of its own), then 
review them. The reviews for my 
games often lasted between two to 
three hours. It was a teaching 
experience unsurpassed in my lifetime 
of voracious learning. I would weep 
metaphorically for the structure he saw 
in games I played that I could not then 


I absorbed his teaching method and, to 
pay forward a little of the help I had 
received, started helping new players 
when time allowed. He would vet my 
teaching sessions to make sure I was 
on track, sometimes sending side 
messages with suggestions but never 
interfering. One of the students I was 
helping a bit was a German veteran of 
SL. I knew nothing about SL, but can 
honestly say that I  was_ then 


bewitchingly fascinated by the concept 
of avatars playing virtual Go. Little did 
I know where that fascination would 
take me. Little indeed. But soon I was 
playing Go online in a small sim that 
existed in 2010 but no longer does. 


Now four years after starting on SL, I 
have begun serious teaching. Facing 
J across an empty board, where do I 
begin? Thanks to the training from my 
Japanese mentor, that part does have 
some easy aspects (always his words 
“sound” in my head). Small 9x9 board, 
simple ideas, let the learner play, make 
mistakes, learn from them, teach her to 
value learning not winning, to 
understand that losing is essential to 
learning. That you must bury your ego 
in the game itself. To listen to her 


words and watch her playing, assessing 
all the time what she needs to learn 
now and how she prefers to learn it. To 
adjust my teaching to her needs, not 
her needs to my teaching. Above all, 
never just lessons alone - - always 
game playing on the small 
board. Always active 
learning: the stimulation 
from doing not just 
listening. Letting the issues 
to be taught spill out of the 
games themselves. 


So we have begun August 
2014. On my _ mountain 
walks, I interrogate her in 
my imagination, reviewing 
her game playing, thinking 
about the questions she is 
asking, planning ahead for 
coming lessons. I have 
started writing 
supplementary lessons to be 
banded over only after the face-to-face 
lesson and the game playing. It focuses 
my intent on topic and provides an aide 
memoire for J. From my own 
experience, it is not an easy game to 
absorb in a purely oral tradition. 


How will this experiment fare. Will we 
last the course together? Is that even 
possible on Second Life? 
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Wardenclyttfe 
by Jullianna Juliesse 
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The present is theirs. The future, for which I really worked, is mine. 


Nicola Tesla 


Is what I imagined tangible or not— 

This motor, harnessed by June bugs, 
Streamer arc threads of phosphorescent light 
Shoot from the center coil. 


I go from the idea to the reality, 

A star among the stars. 

I do not think there is any thrill 

Like the inventor seeing an invention come to success, 
The exhilarating sense of the future. 


But sometimes we feel so lonely. 
Someday, we will know who we really are. 


image by PaulineMoss 


If my current can travel distances, 
My work is immortal— 
Resurrects my vision, 

And broadcasts to Mars. 


Thought 1s electrical energy. 
Why can’t we photograph it? 
The primary circuits of us all, 
High-speed alternators— 
Many colors, and frequencies. 


But sometimes we feel so lonely. 
Someday, we will know who we really are. 


My tower dream ran out of funds— 
Demolished to scrap, 
The property sold to the highest bidder. 


I live on credit at the Waldorf, 

Along with spark-excited ghosts. 

My only friends are pigeons in Bryant Park— 
My favorite is a female. 

As long as she lives, 

There 1s light in my life. 


But sometimes we feel so lonely. 
Someday, we will know who we really are. 


In love with a faraway fantasy 

Your music is now mine 

Falling in megabytes at a time 

A Don Quixote and a Dulcinea dancing to 
the rhythm of expectancy and hope 

A mission in futility that drifts like smoke 


Swift strokes of the keys that 

spawn flirty words meaning to please 
Yet so far away the truth is thin 
Nevertheless it kindles some hope within 


Is this love? Or 1s it less? 

Or is it infatuation at its best? 

Is cyberlove like all the rest? 

But still 1t makes you feel alive! Yes! 

And feeling aware of every vibration in the air 

Or the feathery touch of clothing against your skin 

You notice the slow purposeful step of your pounding heart 
You exclaim in wonder at every shade of light that 

happens upon a blade of grass on a bright day 

And you stop to ask yourself "Is that other ... that fantasy 
lover feeling the same way?" 

Then you look at other "Would Be's" with eyes of comparison 
They somehow don't measure up to the fantasy in your 

mind of what you need 

You endow those "Would Be's" with qualities 

of your cyber fantasy's imagined attributes...but only for a 
split second before moving on in search of a true companion. 


This is the dance I am dancing 

This is the Mecca I am walking to 

This false road that is of my own making 

Waiting for that not impossible situation to come true 

A scenario that is only fantasy born out of crushing loneliness 
Grasping at anything to sooth the barren desert 

And during all this turmoil, thin lines of lucid thoughts 

Sling out like hard striking hammers...that brief reflection of 
Am I looking for someone to love? 

Or do I just fancy someone in love with me? 

Am I just in love with the idea of being in love? 

Oh! yes it's fun to be in love... 

And with it comes the element of irrationality 
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